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The Last Time 


Author's Notes: 
For some reason, | feel like spamming the Bodom category.. 
This was written in the moment of inspiration, so there are probably so many mistakes. And | found out l'm 


sooo softhearted (if that word even exists) :D suicide stories just aren't really for me, but still, here it is, so 
enjoy! 


| grabbed a paper and started writing. My hands were shaking, so it was difficult to write, but | had to. | had 


to explain. Tears were dripping from my eyes and ruining the text, it was barely readable. 


| finished the last sentence and stood up. | made a couple of steps before my legs refused to work and | fell 


onto the ground. | cursed. 


| couldn't live in pain. That girl.. she was the last straw. | hated every girl moving around him, | hated every 
girl looking at him, | fucking hated Janne himself for not loving me, for killing my soul. But | still loved him, and | 
couldn't do anything with it. | wanted to kill myself, to stop living and stop feeling the pain, but my body didn't 


seem to. | somehow managed to stand up and made it to the kitchen. | opened the drawer and picked the 


sharpest knife | could find It sparkled in the moonlight and brought me memories from when | last tried to 


commit suicide. 


| remembered how pleasing feeling it was.. The pain was so sharp, but liberating at the same time. When the 


blood started escaping my body, | finally felt free.. But then Jaska found me and everything was away, again. 


| shook my head and headed to my bedroom. | sat on the bed. The whole world just disappeared - now it was 
only me and the knife, staring at each other. And Janne, somewhere far away, probably making out with some 
bitch.. Tears started running down my cheeks. My vision blurred and | heard my name, it sounded like miles 
away. | hesitated for a moment but then | turned my gaze to the knife. Fuck, | was hallucinating. 


| closed my eyes and raised the knife to my wrist. It touched my skin, but instead of the pain | wished for, | 
felt something closing around the other wrist and not allowing me to move my hand any further to cut 


myself. | opened my eyes and saw two chocolate brown ones staring at me, filled with worry. 


"Allu!" He grabbed the knife from my hand, threw it god knows where and hugged me tightly. Fuck. He probably 
read it and now.. He knew everything. 


"Janne, l'm.. I'm sorry," | whispered and then started uncontrollably sobbing. | curled in his embrace, | wanted to 
hide myself from him. | didn't want him to see me anymore, the failure | was. 


He pulled me on his lap and began stroking my back. "Allu.. There's no need to be sorry. You just should've told 
me before.. Before this happened." 


| looked at him. | hated him for bringing me back to life | didn't want to live, but | wasn't able to show it to 
him. "It wouldn't change anything," | said. "You would just hate me.. You do anyways." | sighed. 


His eyes filled up with sadness. “Allu.. How could | hate you? If you told me, it would change EVERYTHING! I've 
always loved you, but I've never thought you would love me back, so | kept is as a secret. And all these girls... | 
used them to cover that secret, to let no one notice. Especially you, because | was pretty sure you would hate 
me. And if you killed yourself, | don't know how could | live.. I'm so glad I've found you soon enough.’ He smiled 
at me and | saw tears coming out of his eyes. This was the first time in my life | saw him crying. He was 
always the calm one, the one who helped the others when they were upset, the one to cheer them up. A wave 
of guilt for making him cry flashed over me, but the feeling of happiness when | realised he felt the same way 
as me was even stronger. And all of sudden, | started smiling. When he saw the smile on my face, his 
expression lighted up and he pulled me as close to him as physically possible. | curled in his embrace and 
listened to his heartbeat. In so many years, | felt like the loved one again. 


"Allu?" | heard after what seemed like days of silence. | rose my head to meet his eyes. 
"Ye- yes?" | sobbed, still not really able to control it. 


He smiled. "You're.. You're beautiful. Like an angel." 


| blushed. I've never heard a compliment like that from him. He was beautiful, too. His silky brown hair, his 
awesome eyes, and his smiling lips. Without any thought, | pulled his face closer to me and kiss him. | just 
brushed my lips against his. First, he seemed a bit surprised, but then he kissed me back. This time, our lips 
stayed together much longer. 


| knew the suicide | wanted to commit was really stupid idea. But now, | was in his arms, safe and where | 


belonged, and | was finally really happy. 


